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“LET'S BE FRIENDSI®

. Bynopsis.~Young Carlyls Wilbur-
ten Dalé, or “Bill Dale,” son of
& wealthy coal operator, John K,
Dale, arrives &t the - Hglfway
Bwiteh, In sastern Tennesses,
abandoning & life of ‘tdle enseo—and
incidentally & bride, Patricia Clay-
ering, at the altar—determined to
make his own way in lle. Ha
mests “Babe” Littleford, typleal
mountainser gitl, “By"” Heck, a
character of the bills, takes him to
John Moreland's home. Moreland
Is ohiaf of his "clan,” which has
an old feud with ths Littlefords,
He tells Dale of the killing of his
brother, David Moreland, jywrs
Ago, owner of rich coal deposits,
by & mun pamed Cariyla. Dale
belleves the mun was his father.
Dulse makes his home with the
Morelanda. Talking with Babe,
Dale 18 ordered by “Black Adam"
Ball w0 lsave “hla girl” alone.
Dale whips the bully. He arrangvs
with John Morsiand to develiop the
ooal deposita. Ben Littleford sende
a challenga o John Moreland to
meel him with his followers In bat-
tlee. Moreland agrees. The two
olans line up for battle. A Lit.
tisford firea the first shot. Babe,
in an effort to stop ths fAghting,
crosnes o the Morsland side of the
river, and s accidentally mhot By
her father and eerlously wounded
The fight stops and Babe la taken
to tha city. Doctors announce she
is mot sericusly hurt, Dals mests
an old friend, Bobby McLaurin,
whe has married Patricia Claver-
fog. Dale's father admits he killed
David Moreland and offers him
funids to develop the coal Dule
declines and gets funds elsewhars.
He realises he lovea Babe, who
goes to live with Patricla to be ed-
uwcated. - Henderson Goff, a coal
man, appears on the scene,
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CHAPTER VIII—Continued,
g

He didn't walt for a reply, but
curned awny with By Heck.  He went
1o the home of the Hecks ostensibly
to have his fortune told—really, to
get hia dinper. The old woman didn't
Blke him, but her inhorn spirit of hos-
pitality wouldn't permit her to refuse
him a menl. Bhe feit that she was
almost even with him when, after |
shufling snd reading the cards, she
told him that it would be wise for
him to look out for a big, tall, grey-
eyed young man with an oak tree In
one hand and a couple of cliffs in the
other.
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Dale told Major Bradley and John
Moreland of that which Goff had sald
to him at the gate. The major §pp-
gested forthwith that he go to meet
the man; It couldn't possibly do any
harm, and there was a chgnce that he
wonld learn something of Goff's In-
tentlons.

.80 Dale went.

Goff wis nlready there, walting. He
was sitting on a stone on the More
land slde of the river, whittling idly.
‘When ,he saw Dale approaching, he
smiled and nodded, rose and pocketed
hig knife,

“lI want fo meke you an offer for
that coal,” he sald at once,

“All right,” Dale replied. “If your
offer I8 big enough, It will be econsid-

But no shyster price Is going

trying to do things they weren't used
o doing. There's a blg chance, too,
that the coal lsn't what it looks to be
on the surface. You'd better take a
thing, and avold a possibility of
I'll give you five thousand, spot
for that coal.”

shook hls head. "“You'll have
come heavier than that, y'know, i
you get the Moreland coal”

#And an extra thousand for your-
self”

Dale langhed a low, queer laugh.
“You amuse me, Goff," sald he.
“Seems to me you've missed your call-
ing In life. What a peach of a king:
villain you'd make [n melodrama! You
't have to mct, either; you'a
have to be just your natural self. And
you make me mad, too, Goff. Because
Tm on the square with the More-

gigses
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“"Go engy, friend," Goff suld very
complacently. *There's no use n
getting sore. I wont the coal, that's
all. If I can't get it by falr means,
Il get It In another way. Oh, I don't
mind telling you; obeman's oath. is as
good In. court as another mun's, If
you don't take me up at ten thousand,
I'li give you so much trouble that
you'll be glad to sell" it to me later
for half that amount, The Balls think
they own a big Interest in that eoal!
There's a lot of them, too, and they
can keep you from working the mine,
Well, T can't waste time in dickering
with yeu. What do you say?'

“I say,” and Dale smiled an odd Mt-
tle smile, “that your plan appears to
be perfect, except that you've over-
looked one or gwo lmportant detalls,
For Instance, there's the law, y'know."

“T'he law—now don't go and fool
yourself " exclalmed Goff. “The state
cvuldn't afford to keep a hundred men
here, month In and month out, just to
protect your little mine. My patience
s about goue, Dale—{or the last tims,
what do you say?®

“I say that Il beat you at any
game you put up aguninst me” wvery
quietly. “Furthermore, I say that you
are a coward and a scoundrel, .and
that you haven't got the insides in you

And “He Began to Ralse ths Wicked-
Looking Pistol As Though He Meant
to Fire.

to fight me a falr man's fight, If you'll
only pocket that thing you've got In
your hand, I'll mow down half an acre
of meadow bush with your body.”
The other turned red, then white,
then red again, Bl Dale's words had
lashed him keenly, His eyes became

like hard black beads, and he began

to ralse the wicked-looking pistol as
though he meant to fire,

Then there was the sound of &
breaking twig behind him, and a volce
drawled out:

“Drap It, ‘Mister—~drap the funny
little gun, or the middle o’ Tarment
18 yore po'tion right now "

It was the moonshiner, By Heck,
and his rifle was levelad. Goff dropped
the pistol. Heck grinned, advanced
slowly, took up the weapon shat the
bilifolk call & “coward's gun" and
tossed it into the river.

“Now git—cut the mustard—light a
rag away from here'” he ordered,
“afore I let Blll Dala loose on ye!"

Goff went away rapidly.

“I wonder if you heard Him say
anything that would mske you valu-
able as a witness,”" muttered Dale,
“In the event we want to have him ar-
rested?”

"l heerd you tell him 'at he was
afeard to fight ye a fair man's fight,
and ‘'at ef he'd pocket that thing he
beld In his hand ye'd mow down twen-
ty acres o' meadow bush with his low-
down body—that'd be vallyable in co'te

that ™ wouldn't it?”
The corners of the shyster coal man's | Dale smiled. Then he frowned.
mouth came down. p— :
“0Oh, bosh—don't pass me that vir o CHAPTER IX,
tue¢ stufl. Every man has bis price, Y
high ar low. You've got yours, and A Signal Vigtory,
T've got mine. Tl give you five thou-| The mining man Hayes, the major
’mlpotﬂlt.ifm'll persuade | and John Moreland were walting at
John Moreland to sell to me for five | the gate when Dale, mccompanied by
thousand, and nobody'll ever know | the moonshiner, returned to the cabin.
you got a rakedown from me. It's all | Dale was the first to speak. He told
the coal Is worth, that ten thousandl. | briefly of that which had taken place
Well, yes? at the blown-down sycamore, and at
Dale was of the typs that goes pale | the last of it Heck stralghtened
with anger; and he was pale pow. He | proudly.
clenched his handa h “I be dadjimuizd ef I hadn't ha'
“You can‘t Insuit me like that and | pumped him wo full o' lead ‘mi the
get away gwith It, Goft,” he clipped. | conldn't emough o men got around
“We're going, to fight, Goff, and I'm | him to tote off his corpst, ef be hadn't
going to put & lieking on you that|ha' drapped the coward's gun” By
fifteen horses can't pull off. Get me?" | Heck declared as flercely as he could,
~ He threw aside his coat and rolled | “'Cause maw she seed in the cup 'at
his sleeves to his elbows. Henderson | Bill Dale was s-goin' to be & right
Goff ren his right hand gnickly to a | pa'tickler friend o' mine, igod, and 1
mmmmwmmumnrm'kmwm
& stub-nosed sutomatle which | frlends. Now thar was my Uncle BIll,
he tumed threateningly toward Bill | him what could jump a sixteen-rall
- dala fence—" . !

“It was a nine-rall fence, By,” im-
patiently cut In John , Moreland.
“You've done told that so much 'at
it's dang nigh wore oul. S'posen ye
go back thar to the orchard ahlnd o
the honse mnd se¢ whut Cale and
Luke's a-dol#®; hey, By!"

Heck pouaded snd went toward the
orchiird. He knéw they dido't want
him to overhear what they were golog
to say, but It dida't ofend him. It
wasn't easy to offend the good-natured
Heck.

Moreland turned to Dale.

Dale turned to Hayes.

“We're golng to begin the bullding
of the little rallroad at the earllest
possible moment. And becuuse 1 don't
know anything about the work, I'm
going to nsk you to take the lead. Now,
there may be some fighting. I don't
want you to go Into this thing blind.
Iy, you see. If you're golog to with-
draw at all, do it now."

‘I'm not a stranger to fighting"
Hayes replled smilingly, *“T've been
through half s dozen coal strikes. 1
think you may count on me, Mr. Dale.”

“Thén lsy out & plan for Immedi.
ate action.”

“T'd suggest,” acqulesced Hayes,
“that wa send to the little town In
the lowland for & supply of picks and
shovels, axes and saws, hammers,
drills, and explosives. In the mean-
time, you and I can stake out the
way for the track”

It - sounded businessiike, Dale
thought. #

Within the hour John Moreland and
his son Caleb started for Cartersville
on foot, and In the older man's pocket
wis money sufficlent to buy the things
that were needed,

Dale and Hayes set out for the north
end of David Moreland's mountain,
and each of them carrled a hand-ax
for making stakes, 1

It was not often that the qulet Hayes
permitted himself to go Into raptures
over anything; however, he went lo-
to raptures over the Moreland coal
It was, he declared, one of the best
propositions he had ever seen. It
was no wonder that Heoderson Uoll

“Wwell?

| was determined to get possession of

it, he said.

Then they went to work.

By sundown two days later they had
chosen the route for the narrow-gauge
rallrond and set stakes accordingly.
Hayes told his genersl manager Lwat
with a good force of men the last raill
could be put down within two months,

During those two days they had
several times seen Henderson Goff in

| company with Black Adam Ball and

some of bis relafives. Once they had
come upon Goff talking earnestly with
Saul Littleford, the blg, bearded, gaunt
brother of the Littleford chief, Hayes
reminded Dale of this, and said to
him further:

“(off will have the Littlefords on
his sfde the first thing you knowl
Maybe some of thé Littlefords, as well
a8 some of the Halls, knew about this
coal before David Moreland got his
mountaln by state'sgrant at a few cents
per acre, 1f you'll take my advice, Mr,
Dale, you'll make friends of these two
sets just s quick as you can.”

Dale thrust his hand-ax inside hi=
belt and turned to the mining expert.

“D'you know, I was thinking of that
same thing when you spoke,” he re

pow that Miss Littleford's accidental
wounding has given the old feud such
a big blow. I'm fairly sure I can man-
age It so far as Ben Littleford I» con-
cernedy It's John that's golng to be
hard to bring to taw,
home this evening, if he's had good
luck, and I'll tackle him as soon as he
comes."

Together they started across David
Moreland's mountain, walking rapidly
with Dale leading. ;

Darkness ¢ame down on them when
they hnd covered balf the distance.
The great hemlocks and poplars
loomed spectral and gaunt in the early
starlight, The almost lmpenetrable
thickets of laurel and ivy whispered

.

The two went on slowly. The figure
didn't move. Dale spoke, and the form
game to life, _I.t_wn__ﬂ,yﬂeek;hnm
leaning on the muzzie of his ritle,

“It'a you, is it, Bill, old boy? He

8

“Out with it,” ;
“I've been s-trailin' Henderson Uoff
all day,” Heck sald in guarded

tones,
\ "He's shore got them lowdown Bally

plied. "And [ believe | can manage it,.

He should be

to bellevin' they're slready wmillion-
ml' »

*1 knew that," sald Dale. . “That's
pof newa" ’

“But that ain't all,” By Heck went
on. “Goff's got Buul Littleford, too—
lock, stock, bar’l and sights. He owns
Baul jest the same a8 1 own my old
spotted ‘coon dawg Dime. Saunl he
gits him a job a-beln’ mine bess, and
what other Littlefords 'at will stick
gits jobs a-diggin' the bleck di'mont at
two dollars a day. Asldes, all of "em
Is to have a big lot ¢' money when
the dividin'-up time comes, says (off.”

“Much obliged to you, My," Dile at-
knowledged. “Let's go; 'bout face,
By! I'm goin’ to tie a hard knot in
that villalnous game of Henderson
Goll's.”

They reached John Moreland's cabid
lesa than .an hour Iater. Moreland
and his son had just returned from
Cartersville, and Dale learned through
Hayes that the two hillmén had shown
good judgment and some business
sense In making thelr purchases,

When the evenlng meal was ever
Dale drew John Moreland out to the
eabin yard, where the many old-fash«
foned Howers made the night air sweat
with their blended odors. Kor n mo-
ment Dale stood looking toward the
very bright stars and thinking; then
he told the big man at his side of
Gofl's plan concerning the Littiefords,
and strougly urged the making of
friendship between the two cians,

“I'he snake!" mumbled Johu More-
land, _

He sppesred to be worried about It
He folded his arms, walked to the gate
and back to Dale without uttering an-
other word, It was hard for him to
throw down completely the hatred of
years upon years, Had it been any
other person than . Blll Dale, s fighter
after his own heart, who had asked
it, he never Would have even consid-
ered it; he would have sald quickly:

“"We'll thrash the Balls and the Lit-
tlefords, too!”

The younger man read something of
the other's thoughts,

“With the help of the law,” sald he,
“we might whip them all. But it
would mean & great deal of bloodshed
at best, The Littlefords are Babe's
people, ¥'know. I llke Babe. You
like her, too, or you never would have
gone with her to the hospital—now
don't you?"

*I reckon [ cain't deny,” the More-
land leader muttered, * 'at I like Babe
Littleford. She ain't like none o' the
rest of 'em, BUL"

Dale went on:

“All there is to do to enlist the Lit-
tiefords on our side Is this: you go to
old Ben and say to him: ‘Let's begin
apew; let's be friends, your people
and my people, yon and me,’ Helll be
glad you did it. Then it will be easy
sailing for us. The Balls never would
dare to attack such a force us the
Morelands and the Littlefords com-
bined. Don't you see? I admit it will
be something of a sacrifice on your
part. But a man lke you can make
sacrifices. Any man who 1is -big
enough to go down on hls knees and
ask the blessing of the Almighty on
his snemies Is blg enough to make
sacrifice. Come—let's go over and see
Ben Littleford now; won't you?"

The mountaineer didn't answer,

“You won't throttle the canse born
in David Moreland’s good heart on ac-
count of a little personal. pride—I

- L UL
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“The Snake!” Mumbled John Moreiand,

know yoli won't|" Dale said earnestly,
Hogphnd straightened.

L3}

I |

‘clded, “but he'll haf to make the fust

boy is a pow'ful hard thing to do. I'm
afeard ye don't quite onderstand.™

D0BSON SOUNDS
CALOMEL'S D00M

———

The “Liver Tone” Man Warns
Folks Against the Sickening,
Salivating Drug.

Ugh! Calomel ninkes you sick. It's
horrible! Take a doge of the danger-

.| 0us .drug tonight and tomorrow You

loge & day.
Calome! Is mercury! When it comes
Into contact with sour blle, It crashes

“It was a terrible thing, I know,”
sald Dale. "But it was the fortunes
of war, The Littlefords have endured
the fortunes of war in exmetly the
same way. Come with me; let's go. 1
need your help; I can do wvery littls
without your help. Come, John Moge-
land I"

The hillman.replled slowly: *“Woll,
Ill go with ye over thar. But Ben
he'll haf to make the fust break mi
a-bein' friends, 'cause I'm purty shore
I never will. As soon us I git my
bat, BUL"

He ‘went to the front porch and
took from a chalrpo#t his broad-
rimmed headgear, Then the two set
out.

They crossed an ox-wagon road, a
sweet-geonted mendow, the river by
means of the blown-down sycamore,
another sweet-scented meadow and
another ox-wagon roaud, and entered
the cahin yard of the Littleford chlef,
Here, too, many old-fashioned flowers
were In bloom; a ecane fishingpole,
glender and white, leaned against the
porch; It made Dale think of

Babe. . . +

“You walt out here,” whispered
Dale, with a hand on his companion's
arm; *T'l go in and m,it I can per-
sunde Littleford to make the advance.
I'm preity sure I can”

He gtarted forward when a hound
rose from the stone step and growled
warningly. At that Dale haited and

sang out:

“Hello, Ben!*

The front door swung open, creak-
ing on wooden hinges, and Babe's fa-
ther, bareheaded and with a lamp in
hig- hand, appeared In the doorway.
He knew the volce that hbad summoned
him. .

“Come right In, Mr, Dale,” he In- |
vited with the utmost cordiality, |
“Come right in!" |

He scolded the dog away, and Dale
entered the primitive home, He was
shown into the best room, wheres he
dropped easlly into a roomy old rock-
¢r that was lined with an untanned

sheepskin., Ben Littleford put the ®
lamp on a crude table, drew up an- |°

other chalr, and sat down faclng his
visitor. ;

“1 hope ye ain't jest happened over
fo' a minute or two on business,” he
drawled ; "I hope ye've come to gpend |
the night wi' me, anyway."

“I'm here in the Interests of peace™
Dale began, lookimg at the hillman
squarely. “I want you Littlefords to
be on good terms with your neigh-
bors, the Morelands. John 18 out
there at yonr gate now; he Is walting
for you to ask him In and say to him:
‘Let’s begin anew; let's he friends,
your people aund my people, you and
me," You want that, don't you, Ben?
Babe did, I'm sure” .

Littleford frowned, laced his big fin-
gers together and twirled his big
‘thumbs. Now that he was once more
at home, “with assurance that his
daughter would entirely recover, he
was no longer weak; he had all his
old courage and all his old, stubborn
hill pride back,

“Il ax John In"” he finally de-

breask at a-bein' friends. Me axin’
him ioto my house 1s a purty durned
good start toward friendship, ain't
it

He arose, took up the lamp, walked

into It, breaking it up. Then Is when
you feel that awtul nausea and CrRmp-
|ing. X you are sluggish, if lver is
[torpld_and bowels constipated or yon

|hlve headachis, dlzziness, coated
‘tongue, If breath Is bad or stomach

sour, Just try a spoonful of harmless
Dodson's Liver Tone tonight,

Here's my gusrantee—Go to any
drug store and get a bottle of Dodson's
{diver Tone for'a few cents. Take a
gpoomful and If it doesn't stralghten you
right up and make you feel fine and
vigorous, go back to the store and get
| your money. Dodson’s Liver Tone is
| destroying the sale of calomel because
It can not salivate or make you sick,—
Advertisement.

Ag a4 rule, the man who could moxe
easily obtnin credit does not ask for

It.

Why That Bad Back?

Is backsche keeping you miserable?
Are you “all played out,” without
strength or vigor for your work? Then
find what is causing the trouble and
correct it. Likely, #t's your kidneys!
You have probably been working too
hard and neglecting rest and exercise.
Your kidneys have slowed up and poi-
sons have accumulated, That, then, is
the cause of the backache, headaches,
dizziness and bladder irregularities, Use
Doan's K Piils. Doon's bave
hel:ed thoumnds and should help you.
Ask your meighbdor!

A- Mississippi Case

E. C Foster, Jr,

gm of meat market P

8., Port Glb-
son, Miss, says: “A
few months ago my
kidnoys got out of or-
doer. My back was
anching pretty badly
through my kidneys
and In the morning
when I first got up,
it would be so lams,
I could hardly
straighten. 1 was nd-4
vissd to try Doan'

Kidney Pills and got
a pgupply, One bhox
cured me,"

Get Doan's et Awy Store, §0c a Box
DOAN’S %puzr

FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

H's

CHILLTONI

NOT ONLY FOR CHILLS AND FEVER

BUT A FINE GENERAL TONIC.

BETTER
DEAD

Life is a burden when the body
is racked with pain. Everything
worries and the victim becomes
and downhearted. To
bring back the sunshine take

-~ GOLDMEDAL

S0y

The National Remedy of l:‘nﬂm::lorovﬂ'
200 years; it is an enemy of all paing re-
sulting from kidney, liver'and uric acld
troubles. All druggists, three sises.

Medal on every bos
L b 5 o el

to the front door and opened it, And | e

called into the night:

“Won't ye come |n, John?"

“I reckon I will, Ben," was the lazy
answer. “Fo' a minute, anyhow, But
I'reckon 1 caln't stay long.”

Moreland followed Littleford into
the best room, Littleford put the lamp
beside the worn leather-bound Bible
on the table, and they sat down. They
looked steadily at each other, and
Dale saw plalnly that both were 1l
at ense, Surely, thought Moreland, he
had done a great deal when he had
come finto his old enemy's house.
Surely, thought Littleford, he had

done a great deal when he had asked
John Moreland into his home,

£
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Interrupted Profit.

“I wnderstand theve Is oil In the
neighborhicod of Crimson Guleh.”

“There 18," replied Cactus Joe. "But
it wns mismanaged. They (nsisted on
tryin’ to get-it out in paying guanti-
ties instead of goin' on forever sellin”
stock."”

GENUINE

CBULL

DURHAM

tobacco makes 50
dood W'g'
c

We want you to have the
best paper for “BULL."”
v $0 now you can receive
:l::ubmh'ﬁnnt
. leaves of MUY -
the very finest cigarette
paper in the world.
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